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O Delphic Apollo ?'; It is not merely that no
person living now calls forth that kind of devotion,
but the sentiment of mystery has disappeared.
Not genius itself could survive the kodak snapshots
and the halfpenny newspapers.

It must, I suppose, have been one of those days
on which the public was then excluded, since we
found Tennyson, with a single companion, alone
in what was then the long First Sculpture Gallery.
His friend was James Spedding, at whom in other
conditions I should have gazed with interest, but in
the Delphic presence he was not visible to my
dazzled eyes. Mr. Thornycroft's statue of the poet,
now placed in Trinity College, gives an admirable
impression of him at a slightly later date than 1871,
if (that is) it is translated out of terms of white
into terms of black. Tennyson, at that time, was
still one of the darkest of men, as he is familiarly
seen in all his earlier portraits. But those portraits
do not give, although Mr. Thornycroft has suggested,
the singular majesty of his figure, standing in repose.
Ralston, for all his six feet six, seemed to dwindle
before this magnificent presence, while Tennyson
stood, bare-headed among the Roman Emperors,
every inch as imperial-looking as the best of them.
He stood there as we approached him, very still,
with slightly drooping eyelids, and made no move-
ment, no gesture of approach. When I had been
presented, and had shaken Ms hand, he continued
to consider me in a silence which would have
been deeply disconcerting if it had not, somehow,